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On our return to the school, Kashi came to my room.
"If I die, will vou find me when 1 am reborn, and bring
me again to the" spiritual path?" he asked amidst sobs.
I felt constrained to refuse this difficult occult respon-
sibility. But for weeks afterward, Kashi pressed me
doggedly. Seeing him unnerved to the breaking point, I
finally consoled him.
"Yes," [ promised. "If the Heavenly Father lends His.
aid. I will try to find you."
During the summer vacation. I started on a short trip.
Regretting that I could not take Kashi with me, before
leaving I called him to my room and carefully instructed
him to remain, against all persuasion, in the spiritual'
vibrations of the school. Somehow I felt that if he did
not go home, he might avoid the impending calamity.
No sooner had I left than KashPs father arrived in
Ranchi. For fifteen days he tried to break the will of his
son, explaining that if Kashi would go to Calcutta for only
four days to see his mother, he could then return. Kashi
persistently refused. The father finally said he would
take the boy away with the help of the police. The
threat disturbed Kashi, who was unwilling to be the cause
of any unfavourable publicity to the school. He saw no
choice but to go.
I returned to Ranchi a few days later. When I heard
how Kashi had been removed, I entrained at once for
Calcutta. There I engaged a horse cab. Surprisingly, as
the vehicle passed beyond the Howrah bridge over the*
Ganges, the first persons I saw were Kashi's father and
other relatives in mourning clothes. Shouting to my
driver to stop, I jumped from the cab and glared at the
unfortunate father.
"Mr. Murderer," I cried somewhat unreasonably, "you
have killed my boy!"
The father had already realized the wrong he had done
in forcibly bringing Kashi to Calcutta. During the few
days the boy had been there, he had eaten contaminated
food, contracted cholera, and passed on.
My love for Kashi, and the pledge to "find him after
death, night and day haunted me. No matter where I
went, his face loomed up before me. I began a memo*